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New Fiction in Varied Forms
ADRIKXNB TONER. By Anne Doug-
Us ikdgwick. Houghton, Mifflin
Company.
MISS SEDGWICK has given

us In "Adrienne Toner" an

extraordinary book. She lias,
t my mi ml, exceeded in the skill
and insight with which she has

.ortcayed her heroine even the re¬

markable* performance achieved by
her Tan to.", "Tante" was a simple
probl!^.' by the side Of "Adrienne,"
for one thin?, and Miss Sedgwick
is a writer who grows with each
uook.- Her style is more flexible,
richer without the slightest loss of
.larity, and her still, contained hu-
mor riper than ever before.

First and most decidedly, she has,
h story to telL There is suspense in
her narrative, a high dramatic qual-
icy to the clash of characters and
the events precipitated by this clash.
You art- conscious of your interest,
it grows tense, and your emotions
are so strongly engaged that it is
difficult to lay the volume aside.
T>ifficult because of the sheer real-
ity of these lives whose development
is revealed with so subtle a sym-;
parthy, so surprising an understand-!
ing. The breath of life emanates j
from the pages, and it is intoxicating
o breathe it. Then there is the;
impelling figure of Adrienne. Here

is, indeed, an original character; a

woman curiously ordinary, "des¬
perately usual," as one of her ac-

Huaiptanccs expresses it, yet amaz¬

ing. Capable of the tremendous. A
re i ;ure wrapped up in conceit.
Wildly sure of herself, a dangerous
egoist because of her conviction that
j-he is unalterably right, yet one who
an be utterly selfless and whose
passion is the desire to bring happi¬
ness, to do good. Life can makv
-trange play with such a being. And
!ifO exerts itself in this story, where,
before it is over, every' phase of
Adrienne is shown, and all the pos-
-ibilttiea of her nature find fulfill¬
ment. We see her through many
yes, even through her own. And if

at the beginning we could not un-

Uerstand how Barney fell in love, at
t he end we comprehend easily
enough Oldmeudow's amazing devo-
tion.
But who fs Adrienne, and what is

his story of hers ?
Like most of Mass Sedgwick's

l-ooks, the scene is Kngland. The
<¦ >mfortable, well-bred, delightful
Kngland of people who do not per¬
haps have much money, bat who
have distinguished profiles, easy
manners, country homes. London in¬
terests and whose lives are rich in
culture and healthy with exercise in
the open. The Kngland that was
before the war, and which, in spite
of all the dark prognostigation*. still
«xlsts. even if in a modified form.
The book begins in 1913, very early
in the spring. It clases with the
«-nding of the war. But the war does
i <>t enter to any particular degree.
It is swept up in a few para¬
graphs. with its havocs and simpli-
! .latiSAK. The drama has been
thought 10 its climax before the war
touches more' than lightly the lives
i f the persons who have made it. It
i~i only the last act that the four
dreadful years affect.but though
this act does not change to any im-
jortant degree the situation de¬
veloped in the two first, it completes
-Ulrienne.

Adrienne is an American. She
comes, as much as anywhere, from
California, though the fortune she
inherited was made in Chicago, and
h« r mother's people lived in Maine,
in a small farmhouse. The father
luid died early. The mother and
. i.uighter, with plenty of money and
pienty of high aspirations, wandered
o» cr the wor'.d. The mother *as one
of the most ioulful of any of the
many soulful women American has
produced. "She dressed in the Km-
pire period: Queen Louise of Prus¬
sia. white gauze bound beneath her
' tun. She had a harp and warNcd
to monarchs. She had an astral
body and a Yogi and a yacht. . .

and when her time came to die she
got her tlnughter to put her on the

ht and sail her out into the Pa-
cl ie. where ?he died, in the sunlight.
holding her Adrienne's hand and
smiling. And Adrienne has the
power of healing. She lays her hand:)
on suffering heads and pain vanishes
and fever is stilled.

Adrienr.e believed in goodness. She
acknowledged no other religion. But
.he believed that goodness was

everywhere. That you had only to
fellow your light. And she most de-

terminally followed hers. Nothing
real in lite tmd ever touched her.
S£e had lived in the world of make
believt- emotions, convictions and en¬

thusiasm*. which was her mother's
and which she bad made her own.

She believed in this world and in
herself as a part of it so consumedly
that it gave her a force, a power.
Sho had the faith which moves
mountains.

It is through Oldmeadow's eyes
that we study her most keenly.
Barney has fallen at her feet,
Barney's family .follow him in
charme# devotion to this new, this
wonderful girl, so different from any¬
thing ever met before. But Old-
meadow, tho boyhood friend of
Barney, though cumewhat older, al-
riHxst regarded as the elder son of
the family, himself an orphan and a

loaeiy man. it is Oldmeadow wuo re-

mains catside the circle of her in¬
fluence. who weighs her, measure*
her. estimates her.and dreads her.
"She will spoil things," be thinks
For she changes things, changes peo¬
ple. goes her way with the per¬
sistence of the blind, under»;an<1s
nothing but the patter of her Ulth,
can see one side only, and that in
a bright white light.
This is her appearance. Old-

raeadow has come down for the week
end to his friends' house in the Cot-
wolds, where Miss Toner too is stay¬
ing. She is not yet promised to
Barney, but the indications point all
one way. He meets her at the tea
table:

-Miss Touer'a was an Insignifi¬
cant little head, if indeed it could
be called little, since it was too
large for her body, and her »is
of dressing her hair In wide braids,
pinned round it and
over her ears, added to the top-
heavy effect. The hair was her
only indubitable beauty fine and
fair and sparkling like the palest,
purest metal. It was cut
1 is lit fringe across a projecting
forehead, and her mouth and chin
projected too. So that, as he
termed it to himself, it was .1

squashed in face, ugly in »truct"r^j,he etna!', nose, from its depressedbridge, jutting forward to Profl'°-
the lips, in profile, flat yet promi¬
nent. Nevertheless, he owned,
studying her over his e
features, ugly, even trivial in de¬
tail. had in their assemblage some¬
thing of unexpected force. Her
tranquil smile had potency *nd
he sudd, nly became aware of her
flat, gentle voice. Infrequent. >et
oddly dominating . . . he saw
it as a bland blue ribbon rolled out
anions broken counters of color

all the other voices went
up and down; all the others half
said things and let them drop or
trail. She said things to
end. . . ."
And what she says are platitudes.

She say* the obvious thing, sh-
makes the obvioua quotation, she
trots out the proper enthusiasms
The world to for her the inside of a

guide book. She tries to feel the
proper thrill in the right places. Not
with any effort, however. It is na
ural to her.
Already she Is beginning to turn

things upside down at the C had-
wicks. She is planning a motor trip
in Switzerland for Mrs. Chadwick.
who has not been away from home
for fourteen years and more, and
who has not thought anything abou.
it till now when Adrienne makes her
see that perhaps she to a little tired
and bored with the home duties ami
rr.o' otony. She brings a sense of ad ..

venture and movement. To Palgrave,
th> younger son, a lad of 18, she
brings visions. " Danger and venture
and conquest, and then resting, on
the heights, while one hears the bolN
beneath one. . . . If- 1811,1 * IThe pulse of life." So she talks to
him. and Palgrave says that it is. ,
Oldmeadow and Nancy talk lu*i

over later. Nancy loves Barney, ha-
loved him since she was a child, an J jhe was on the point of loving her
when Adrienne came. Nancy is
Sv eet and tine She bears Adrienne
no grudge, but t he fears for Barney

"Because slie's so very strong.
Ard she's so different. Everything
lr tv r is different. She has noth-
i,lS nothins with us. or we with
her . and she'll want si*h dif-
terent 'things. . . . There is some¬

thing portentious about her. ...

lie that a* it may. Barney marries
her. And presently things begin t<> jhappen. !Brought up as she was, being wha
she is. Adrienne Is doomed. She loves
her husband, hut vhe can only
one way. and she most act according
to her view. ITisaster to certain
The form of thu dlsastci and it-

consequence*, and what supervene j
upon them, are related with an ef |

feet of inevitability. We come to un¬

derstand Adrienne completely, and
we come to love her. In one sense
she is lost. In another she reaches a

safety and a happiness that are.
more than anything else, directly
hers. She is capable of learning from
life, one of the greatest and rarest
of gifts, and she learns all that is tj
be learnt.

It is not often that a novel of so
tine a beauty is written. It haj
dopth and tenderness, and it pre¬
sents life as something worth living,
experience as something worth
meeting. It is at the furthest pos¬
sible remove from the sentimental,
the sweet, the glad book, and is
ssr'.h a million of these in its sane

sound optimism.
HII.DEGARDE HAWTHORXE.

ai;iu: PIERRE. By Jay William
Hudson. D. Appleton * Co.

TO offer a thick volume of prose
idyls to the American public
may be flattering to the

popular taste, but It is a bold ex¬

periment. The form is a difficult
one in itself, and has never been
acclimatized here. It is dangerous,
in that it is so easy to slip down¬
ward into sentimentality; tenuous
vaporings that disintegrate like a

thin fog before a puff of wind ir one

turns even a whiff of criticism upon
them Vox et practerea nihil. Even
that is justifiable if the voice be mu¬
sical enough, but the appreciative
audience remains small. But Prof.
Hudson has surmounted the inherent
difficulties of the unusual task ho set
liimselt so well that one may at
least hope for a welcome from a con¬
siderable public. There is no doubt
that the critics will acclaim him.
and that he is sure of a succea d'es-
tlme and full recognition by the dis¬
cerning few.
For the charm of the book is very

i eat. Prof. Hudson.he holds a pro¬
fessorship of philosophy in the Uni¬
versity of Missouri.has a delicate
insight, a warmly human, sympa¬
thetic appreciation of that which is
noble and beautiful in the simple and
childlike life of the people he is por¬
traying Ilis old Abbe is a -crea¬
tion." an exquisite small genre
painting, very highly finished and
beautifully conceived. Many of the
other portraits in the book stand out
with clarity and fineness of outline,
and the background of the whole
thing is just what it should be.
Prof. Hudson does not slop over; it
is pure sentiment, but never senti¬
mentality.

It i?. however, a little misleading
'o call it, as the subtitle does, a

"novel of to-day." In any careful
use of (he term it is not a novel at
all, but a series of more or less con¬
nected sketches, with the Abbe as

the central figure, dealing with life
and landscape in Gucony as it is in
this after the war epoch.although
the war note sounds but faintly.
Kacli sketch is a complete idyl in
its«;! some of them almost perfect
specimens.and the connective tis¬
sue of narrative is very thin. In
fact, the intrusion of the wandering
American is not altogether happy.
Somehow, he doesn't belong. He is
a pleasant person in himself, and it
is plausible enough for him to wan¬

der in, but he is nevertheless an in¬
trusion. His slight love story is al-
wa\.s Just a bit out of the picture.
If we iiMst take it seriously one ia
apt to be a little sorry for Germaine.!
the beautiful country girl who mar- >

ries this errant American, for she is
bound to have a hard time of it when
he takes her home to his college
town in the "Department of Ohio."
We should have preferred, if he had
to be there at all, to have the Amer¬
ican permanently transplanted to
Prance, where he might get on

very well, writing minor verse and
perhaps cultivating the neglected j
vineyards of his wife's deceased j
father. To move such a girl, half
peasant and wholly Gascon, to the
aridity and rancorous hardness of!
an Ohio town is little short of cruelty.

But, with that small complaint off
our mind, there is little left to say
that is not wholly admiring. It is'

Underworld As it Really I*
No »uch book ever written before

GOLD-KILLER
By John Prosper

Uw>«±luU 4 unul tWilk
.n* bj . mrittry thai wiB

a book that one will dip into again
and again.a bedside book to c&ace
among the very few thai one may
count upon for something good, for
the reconciliation of a tired or trou¬
bled mind which needs to be once
more told that there are beauty and
faith and love and hope somewhere
in the world. It is a "healing"
book; not merely a sedative, but
genuinely enlightening, comfortingly
warm.
The old Abbe Pierre is writing

down his observations of his native
village, to which he has returned af-
ter forty years of teaching in Paris
and London. He boasts that he is
not provincial.not he, for has he1
not even taken a priest's place in
London, where he perfectod his Kng-
lish?.but he is thoroughly Gascon,
and his view of life is always that of
the village: wise, enlightened, un¬
derstanding the eternal elements in
human nature but always seeing
them in their Gascon environment.
It would not do ).o take the picture
out of its framef the frame is a part
of the whole.

"So this is our village," he writes,
"so shut away from the great world
that it is a world all its own. Is it
any wonder that I love its peace?
In coming here one does not feel so
much that he has come to a different
part of our earth as that he has left
it behind him. . . So it is,.the
Middle Ages are still here, peacefully
decaying, yet very alive in good, old
fashioned ways. For us who live
here, even such universal things as
dawns and sunsets and moons and
stars take on a local character and
seem to belong to us alone."
Of the inhabitants in this untrou¬

bled corner of the old world M.
l'Abbe tells us:
"Our Gascon people .have a sense

of dignity and independence^ which
comes of their living the lives they
live, each on his own little plot
of land, which he works with his
own hands, getting his daily bread
as the proud creation of his own
will and effort. Yes, that sort of life
gives a dignity to a man. crude as it
may be, which it is difficult to de¬
prive him of! And I supt>ose this
dignity makes us .elf-conscious,
even in our pleasures, and very sen¬
sitive to ridicule. One may call this
sense of dignity a sort of vanity if
one pleases; there probably is some
vanity in us Gascons."
Probably.when one recalls Cyrano

de Bergerac, D'Artagnan, even Henry
IV., and Monsieur is well inspired to
quote Napoleon's alleged remark.
"Give me an army of true Gascons
and I shall be able to charge through
a hundred leagues of flame!"
But the gasconade is not much in

evidence in the worthy Abbe's medi¬
tations. He is more concerned to
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